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Where rude inifgouernd hands from windowes topsj 
Threw dulland rubbifli on King Rkhardshaii. 

Torke. Then ( as 1 faid) the Duke great BHllwgbmkf^ ’ 
Mounted vpon a hotc and fierie fteedc. 

Which his aipiring rider feemd to know 
With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe. 

While all tongues criefe, God laue the Bnllmghrookey 
You would haue thought the very Window^ fpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old. 

Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
VpoR hisvifage, and that alltheWalles, 

With painted imagery had layd at once, 

Icfu preferuc the welcome > 

Whilft he from the one ltde to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds, neckc 
Befpakc them thus, I thanke you Countrymen 
And thus (till doing, thus he part along. 

D». Alacke popre R^chard)S^htxc rides he the whilfti 

Torks., As in a T heater the eyes of men, 

Aftera well graced Adpr leaucs the Stage,. 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt menscyes 
Did fcoule on gentle Bfchardfiio man cried God fauehira! 
Mo ioyfulltonguegaue him his welcome home, 

Hut dull was throwne vpon his (acred headj. 

Which witli fuch gentle forrow heftiookeoff, 

His face (lill combatingwith teares and (hriles. 

The badges of his griefe and patiencej^ 

That had not God forfome ftrong purpofe (lecld 
The hearts of men, they muft perTbrcehaue mc!ted|. 
AndBarbarifmcitfelfehauepittied him: 1 

. Butheauenhath ahand in uhcle eaents, 

T o whofe high will we bound our calmc contents,. 

T o ISHlliHgbrogks are we (worne fubiefl now, 

Whofe (late and honour I for aye allow. ' ' M. 

I Z)A<r..Hcere comes my lonneAurrierlc, 


YerkS’ Aumcrlcthatwas, 

Butthat isloft,for being/f#c/?<?r<//friend.* 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now s 
I am in Paliainent pledge for his tructh 
AndlaftingfcaltietothencwmadcKing,- ■* 

Dfit. Welcomemyfonne,whoarttheViolctsnow, 
That (Ircw the greenc lappe of the new-come (pring. 

jiitm. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes I had as liefe be none a^one. 

Y»rke. Well, bcarc you well in this new (pringoftim^ 
Leaft you be cropt before youcome to prime. 

What newes from Oxfertlfdo thefe iufts & triumphs hold? . 

For aught i know (my Lord) they do. 

7er%« You will be there I know. 

IfGodpreuentnotZpurpoTelb. 

Torke. What feale is that that hangs without thy bolbme 
Yea, lookft thou pale / let me fee the writting. 

My Lord tis nothing. 

No matter then who fecit, 

I will be fatiffied, let mee fee the writting. - 
jlnm. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, ’ 

It is a matter offinall confiequence, 

Which for (bme reafons 1 would not haue feene. 

Torke. Which for fomercafons ('fir) Imeanetofee, 
Ifearcjlfeafe. i:';, u 

Dm. What (hould you fcare? 

Tisnothing butfome band that he is chtredirito 
For gay apparrell againft the triumpfi. 

Ter^, Bound to himfelfc,what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a foolej 
Boy , let me feethe writting. 

jitm. I dobefecchyou.pardonme,Imaynotfticwit* 
Torke. I will be fatiffied; let me fee it, I fay: . ! 

, ^^f^^(^ke^*toMefhulefome.tmdreAdtk, 

i reaIon,Fouletrcaf6n:Tillaine,traytof, flaue. 

Dm. What is the matter, my Lord.?’ 

• Tborks. HojwhoiswithinthcreifadtHcmyhorfc; 
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